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I. J. PaderewskL He wrote his name with a golden, quill
with which he had been specially presented for the occasion.
The signature looked impressive on the costly white paper.
The two initials " I" and "J" had a vigorous swing,
full of life., and the capital" P " dashed forward decoratively
and with courage. The small letters were neat and clear,
like the notes on a sheet of music. After they were written,
PaderewsH underlined the whole with an elegant ornamen-
tation that supported the whole name like a handsome
pedestal. It consisted of two long flourishes that balanced
each other, as though symbolizing the two professions of
the writer. A shorter line, ending in a small flourish, cut
across the two loops of the first ornamentation, suggesting
another ambition in this twofold life. Next to his signature
Paderewski stamped the document with the seal which he
carried on his watch-chain. It consisted of three lines
crowning each other, very like the three lines of his signature,
and surmounted by a heraldic crown and goat.
Was it not the marriage certificate between Poland and
Paderewski signed in the presence of the world and wit-
nessed by the world ?
xv
It was late at night. One could still hear the hooting of
the taxicab horns from the Place Vendome. In all their
noise there was a definite rhythm, drumming, dashing,
squeaking, sounding like some Hungarian Rhapsody, and
evoking picture after picture in a tired mind. Had not
Clemenceau's gloves been blue to-day and not grey?
President Wilson's shoes had been tidy as always, buttoned
and somewhat old-fashioned. Some said he was a broken
man, and all the French newspapers had repeated it. They
also said that Lloyd George had lost his last friend, and
that the man wrho won the wrar had lost the peace. Was
Clemenceau pleased with his Treaty ? It legalized Poland.
The blanket of the night gradually turned to ashy cotton-

